Bayard, I saw Miss Jenny and the old Colonel going
up to Doc Peabody5s office the other day. Ain9t nothing
wrong,, is there??!> His head was like an inverted egg;
his hair curled meticulously away from the part in the
center into two careful reddish-brown wings, like a
toupee, and his eyes were a melting, passionate brown.

"Come Ifi here and shut that door," MacCallum
ordered, drawing the other into the room. He produced
from beneath his coat a bottle of astonishing propor-
tions and set it on the table. It contained a delicate
amber liquid, and the proprietor rubbed his hands on
his thighs, and Ms hot mild gaze gloated upon it.

"Great Savior," he said, "where'd you have that
demijohn hid? In your pants leg?'* MacCalluni un-
corked the bottle and extended it and the proprietor
leaned forward and sniffed it, his eyes closed. He sighed.

"Henry's," MacCallum said. "Best run he's made in
six months. Reckon you'd take a drink if Bayard and
me was to hold you?" The other cackled loudly,
unctuously.

"Ain't he a comical feller, now?" he asked Bayard,
"Some joker, ain?t he?" He glanced at the table* "You

ain9t got but two gl------" Some one tapped at the

door; the proprietor leaned his conical head to it and
waggled his hand at them. MacCallum concealed the
bottle without haste as the other opened the door. It
was the negro, with another glass and lemons and
sugar and ice in a cracked bowl. The proprietor ad-
mitted him.

"If they want me up front, tell ^ein I've stepped out
but Fll be back in a minute, Houston*"

"Yes, suh," the negro replied, setting his burden on
the table* MacCallum produced the bottle again*
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